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Rage 


Dirk was bored. 


For every two hours of stage time there was always another twenty two hours of hanging around. Backstage, 


in buses or cars, at hotels, airports, wherever. 


Bored. 


He flipped through the channels of the tv, mind absolutely not on the images that flickered across the glass 
screen to reflect on his eyes, same old shit, different day. He couldn't even get excited about the porn channel 
he found; soft core, dull dull dull. 

He rubbed his crotch with the heel of his hand. Nothing. His dick was bored too. 

A tap on the door interrupted his musing and he shambled over to answer it, stepped back to allow Kai's 
bundle of frustrated energy past him. He followed him through, flopped on the bed; Kai remained on his feet, 
arms folded, staring at the tv with a ferocious scowl on his face. He glared at the inoffensive box as though it 
were personally responsible for his frustration, and Dirk felt a slow coil of heat low in his guts. When Kai wore 
a look like that-- 

He flipped the channels again. 

"Don't do that." 

"What?" 

"| was watching that." 

Dirk cocked an eyebrow. "Kai, you've just walked in the room. My room. Stop being such an arse." 

"Give me the remote." 


"Kai? My room, remember? My tv, my remote--" 


He got no further, because with one quick stride Kai had crossed to the bed, and snatched the disputed item 
from Dirk's hand. 


"Hey!" 

Kai stepped away from the bed, waved the captured remote in the air. 

"Want it back?" 

He now had two choices. Sit back, claim he didn't care and that Kai could keep the damn thing. Well, then all 
that would happen would be that Kai would find another way to annoy him until he got what he - what they 
both - ultimately wanted. Or he could play the game as Kai wanted it to be played. 


He swung his legs off the bed, leaned forward. "Give it to me, Kai." 


Eyes now alight with something very wicked, Kai went up on his toes and danced out of reach. "Come and get 


it, Schlachter." 


So he did, darted forward to snatch at the oblong of black plastic in Kai's hand. Or at least, he tried to; Kai 
sidestepped, then barged into his side, threw him off balance. The two men struggled across the room, snapped 
and grabbed at each other until the side of Dirk's bad knee caught the edge of the bed, gave out, and he fell 


across it with a yelp. 
"Dammit, Kai - get the fuck--" 


Before he could get the words ‘off me’ out Kai had thrown his full weight across him - and pushed Dirk's leg 
down, further twisting the knee to draw a gasp of pain from him. That was all he could manage; the hurt was 
so huge and so immediate it stole his breath, reduced him to mouthing his agony like a fish in a net. 


"Like that?" Kai hissed through his teeth, and pushed on the back of Dirk's neck. 


All he could do was mumble into the cotton of the sheets, try and crawl away. Kai wasn't having that, though; 
he wriggled along him, up, grabbed his hair and forced his head to one side, forced his weight across the back 


of the taller man. 
"| said," he repeated, and his voice was low and heavy, "do you like that?" 
Dirk wanted to scream. 


His knee yelled bloody murder, Kai's - not inconsiderable - weight crushed his ribcage, made it hard to breathe. 
And his fingers yanked on his hair, added a whole new streak of sharp agony to the mix. 


And he was hard, and Kai was hard, and when Kai's teeth sank into the back of his neck all he could do was let 


out a choked howl, almost a cough, a sob when he shook his head like a dog with a rat, and the skin tore. 


He clenched his hands into fists, shut his eyes, hissed his pain through teeth ground tight together. Kai let go 
of his neck, pushed himself up; he wiped the mix of saliva and blood from his lips with a swipe of the back of 
his hand, expression gone feral. Anyone familiar with happy Kai, funny Kai, the man who would make jokes and 
grin, the ball of cheerful energy that was Gamma Ray's frontman would have been shocked to see him now, 


his eyes glittered, and his thin lips were drawn back over his teeth like those of an angry dog. 
"Turn over," he told him, and for the moment Dirk ignored him. He was too busy trying to get his breath back 


A sharp blow on the back of his shoulder made him yelp. "I said," repeated Kai, and now he had begun to sound 


angry, “Turn over." 


He wasn't going to lift his weight to make it any easier, so Dirk wriggled and twisted between the strong thighs 
that gripped his waist, fought his way to his back. Then he just laid there, his breath heaving from him in 
great gusts of effort and anguish. His knee would be the least of his worries by the time this was over; this 


didn't happen very often, but when the madness descended on his friend there was nothing he could do but 


endure, and wait for the storm to pass. 
And damn, but he liked it too-- 


His shirt tore as strong hands ripped it away from him, threw it over his shoulder to land on the floor with a 
hiss of fabric against carpet. Kai's shirt followed, and now they were skin to skin when he leaned forward, 
pushed his face into Dirk's; he snapped his teeth over his throat, worked his way down his chest and bit him 
again - hard - under the nipple. Dirk yelped, arched up; he raised his hands to push Kai's head away but he 


was back across him in a flash, face pushed close. 


"Touch me and I'll beat the shit out of you," he snarled, the usually gentle eyes filled with a rage that Dirk had 
no doubt would be turned against him if he didn't do exactly as he was told. 


Before he resumed his journey back down Dirk's body, before Dirk could brace himself for the next flare of 
pain from his teeth the side of his mouth exploded with agony, and he tasted his own blood in his mouth. Kai 


had backhanded him, hard, the viciousness a surprise even for one of Kai's angry sessions. 


He lay back, stunned, his ears ringing. His cock ached, though; pain on top of pain, his nerves screeched at him 
from all over his body, the level of stimulation enough to make him moan and lift his hips to rub against Kai's 


body as he worked frantically to get his belt undone. 
"Fucking slut. You're loving this, aren't you?" 


He didn't even have time to answer before his jeans were pulled down, Kai slithering off the end of the bed to 


pull them the rest of the way off - then he jumped back, leaned down, and sank his teeth into Dirk's thigh. 
Dirk screamed, the sound escaping in a high pitched wail. 


It seemed to drive Kai into a frenzy; he cursed Dirk between bites, covered the front of his thighs with great 
red welts that bore the marks of his teeth. Then he shoved his legs apart, and bit hard into the soft skin of 
Dirk's inner thigh. This time Dirk couldn't stop himself, but instead of pushing Kai away he buried his fingers in 
the mass of fiery red hair, pressed that harsh mouth against his skin. 


When he felt breath caress his balls, warm puffs stirring the hair on them he moaned, begged; pain was good, 
but this frisson of fear - while exciting - could become total agony if Kai didn't control himself. He risked a 
glance down his own body, noted in passing the blood and the bruises, and caught the wicked gleam in Kai's 


expression. 


Kai licked his balls, his tongue gentle as it wended its way up, around, along his shaft. He paused at the tip of 
his cock, breathed on it; the soft wave of air after the savage drag of his jeans across it made Dirk groan, 


and he fought back the desire to come. 


Which was driven back with somewhat more force a second later when Kai bit his hip, worried the mouthful 


of flesh like a feeding shark. He snarled into Dirk's abused skin, and he curled around the pain and begged. 


The the pain and the pressure was gone, and he sank back to the bed with a moan clogged in his throat. He 
was going to ache for days, the echoes of Kai's furious desire making their presence felt every time he 
moved; and it would be there in Kai's eyes, the knowledge and the shame that he had to lose control, 
sometimes. And Dirk could take it when none of the others could, and that was why he always came to him 


when the pressure of control got to be too much-- 


Hard fingers closed on his hip, pulled at him to flip him on his front; his knee let out a gasp that cramped his 


muscles, but he ignored it. 


He wouldn't fuck him dry - not even Kai in a frustrated rage was that cruel - but he felt the crack of Kai's 
hot palm across his backside even as he heard the clink of a belt buckle, the stutter of a zip. Then the bite of 
the metal teeth, and the cold nudge of lubed (thank God) cock against him; fingernails raked his flanks, made 
him arch and cry out, push back against the tearing burn of entry. 


His hips might have been still while he waited for Dirk to adjust, but his hands and mouth were busy. The back 
of his neck and the knobs of his spine would be bruised and red later, and the scratches along his flanks would 
bleed for a while then hurt like hell for days. The bruises over his hips would flower purple, and he would be 


sitting down very carefully for a while, too. 


A savage bite on the place where his neck met his shoulder and he screamed again. The sound must have 
excited Kai, because his hips pumped faster, his nails dug in just that bit sharper; he grunted against Dirk's 
skin, the wetness of saliva escaping around the clamped teeth to run down Dirk's chest, mixed with a faint 
stain of red. A hard slap, then the heel of his hand driven into his side - almost a fist but not quite, more 
than a slap but less than a punch - and with a whoosh of air he folded into the bedcovers and came. His hips 
ground themselves into the slippery wetness of his own semen, Kai riding him down and yelling his own orgasm 


in Dirk's ear. 


They lay still, no movement but the tremble of spent bodies, the shudder through the flesh of hearts that 
thundered in the aftermath. 


Dirk knew what would come next, and he smiled a little secret smirk into the sweat soaked pillow. There - Kai's 
soft moan, the twinge of pain as he pulled out of his abused backside, sliding easily now on the mixture of 
semen and lube. 

"Oh Christ. Dirk, I'm sorry.. I'm so sorry... 


He rolled to his side - with care; he was going to be in pain for quite a while yet - and looked into Kai's eyes. 


Sorrow. Shame. 


Relief. 
He touched Kai's cheek, and smiled. 


"Its OK," he murmured, the twinge of pain, the metallic tang of his own blood from his split lip widening the 


smile further. "You know it is." 


Kai crawled up to him, folded him into his arms. He buried his head in his neck, kissed him; that mouth that 
had drawn his blood now caressed, thin lips soft on his bruised and swollen skin Fingers combed through his 
hair, Kai apologising afresh with every wince, every flinch from the abrasions inflicted so casually such a short 


time before. 

Gentle now, Kai fetched cotton wool and antiseptic, began to clean and dress the worst of the injuries. Dirk 
watched, heavy lids shading grey eyes, expression content. Why Kai's demons escaped sometimes neither of 
them had ever figured out; but once they had fed he was back to normal, his usual calm and happy self. It 
would be a long time - weeks, maybe even months - before those demons demanded to be satiated again 
And when they did, Dirk would be waiting. 

They curled up together under the covers, and Kai groaned a last apology as he kissed Dirk's bruised mouth. 


Smiling, the aches already beginning to recede, they fell asleep. 


~Fin~ 


